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bright red robe, amiling.
"You ....on, I aee,"
eaid Arthur aleepily.
"Yes," the wizard said,
"I just came to
thank you."
He bowed and faded away like a
ghost.
Arthur rolled over and went back to
sleep.
Arthur enjoyed his money for several
weeks.
Then, out on another trip, he saw a
cave with a "keep out" sign on it.
He went
in,
thinking
he'd
help
some
troll
or
something and get another reward,
and ended
up getting caught by the sidhe.
"Don't worry,"
one of the faeries
assured him as it led him to the mine he was
supposed to work in, "you'll only be here for
three hundred years."

THE

HOMECOMING

by Janet P. Reedman

"Go home," the wind aighed through the trees,
~Ge home,•
the stream cried,
running fleet,
·c~, home," wailed the grass under his feet,
"Winter brings yet another freeze-Cold is the castle that you've left;
The woman in her robes of blue,
Who pledged eternal love to you,
Is dwelling
there, and bereft."
He turned and galloped down the path;
Clouds bunched on the edge of the dales,
Or was it smoke in darlking veils
That rose before the great storm's wrath?
He reaches his door in the rain;
Dampness glistens on fallen leaves,
As the bereaved knight kneels and grieves;
His beloved household has been slain.
And as he kneels, bowing his head,
"You're too latel"
the icy winds scream,
"Alas!"
murmurs the lonely stream;
Mute grass wraps the bones of the dead.
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TIGER
by
S. Dorman

In the Kingdom of One Million Elephants,
where the tigers are holy, there is a tribe of
people called Kha )(ho. They live in the purple
mountain& where the Mekong. River spills.
There
are the oldest and brownest of the Southeast
Asian tribes.
This is becai,;~. when the great
pumpkin of tribes was cut open with a hot knife
the Kha Kho, like seeds, were the first to tumble
out and their skin was seared by the heat of the
knife.
It is in this land that the swift gray rains
of Hyam Fon, the rainy season, beat down on the
little Deng and his mother as they travel over
the mountain.
In the rain Deng hears a gibbon singing,
Looking up he sees the gibbon, a black ape with
white hands, hanging from a palm branch.
Suddenly, the gibbon drops a big nut that bounces
sharply off the boy's toe.
"Ow!"
Dropping his mother's hand, Deng grabs up
the nut and chases after the gibbon.
It swings
high into the treetops, so he runs along the
ground under the trees.
"Come back, Deng!
Come back!" cries hi&
mother in great distress.
However, Deng feels he must fling the nut
back at the silly gibbon.
He runs fast, but is
soon left behind by the tail-less black gibbon.
So he drops the nut and turns back, calling
through the storm to his mother.
But the rain of
Nyam Fon, which washes the green jungle, drowns
all Deng's shouts.
Wandering in wide circles
he calls, "Mother!
Mother!"
Only the thunder answers.
After many hours he finds shelter under a
hut that is perched on stills.
Deng is soaked;
he sneezes but he is so tired that he soon cries
himself to sleep,
The light is pale when the morning comes to
the Kingdom of One Million Elephants.
The sun is
still out of sight, cooling in the mountains.
A
mist hes in the valleys below.
Deng is still sleeping. The mo sado, a name
that means medicine man, comes out on the porch
of his grass
hut with a bowlful of rice liquor in
his hands.
It took many hours to distill the
rice liquor and this is his last bowlful· of it.
Beneath the hut, a spider scurries across
Deng's nose, waking him.
Last night's
rain drips
from the •Id•• of the hut, b•adin9 the many webs
that are spread underneath
it.
Deng begins to
study the spiders who sit quietly in the middle
of each web waiting for flies.
Unknown to him, mo sado stands on the porch
of the grass hut gazing out across the misty valleys.
With the last bowl of rice liquor in his
hands, he starts down the rickety
steps to the
ground.
At this moment, Deng, who is following a
centipede,
pops his head between the top and second steps.
"Yiiii!" Mo sado stumbles over the boy.
He
lands on his seat in the mud. His morning drink
has spilled into last night's puddles.
He turns
and sees Deng.
"Monkey!
The phi pop will tor•ent your body

The Mrlhic Circle 31

and all its souls for thist"
The phi pop i• an
evil spirit.
The angry medicine man shakes his fist at
Deng. who runs away.
Craahing between the stems
of bright red frangipani. Deng breaks into the
jungle.
Glancing over his shoulder. he looks to see
if the terrible phi pop is following him.
He is
in such a hurry he does not see the hanging vine•
in his way. Deng rushes into them, becoming entangled.
His heart thumps wildly.
He fears this
is the trap of the phi pop.
So he waits, trembling all over, but no phi
pop comes.
Suddenly, upon his wrist, he spies the spine
of a fish his mother had lied there with a cotton
thread.
He hopes this charm has succeeded in
slowing the attack of the evil spirit.
Listening, Deng hears only the happy forest sounds, the
busy hum of insects.
"Cop chai," he whispers
his thanks to the
Deity.
He frees himself from the vines and walks
on.
The phi pop is not pounding on him as quickly as he had e>cpecled.
Maybe there is still time
to escape!
The bright tail of an Argus pheasant appears
in the green leaves above.
Just then Deng remembers his mother's talk about Muong Sing! She
once said Muong Sing is a village in the valley
full of people of all the tribes.
Deng thinks
that among so many people the phi pop would have
great trouble finding him.
Now he pads happily down through the jungle
toward the valley.
In the 111iddle o"f the day he ail• beneath a
coconut palm.
Beside it, sunlight dapples an amber at.ream.
He dips his feet in the waler, but
not for too longi he does not wish to awaken the
nam phantom, the waler spirit.
He rests against
the smooth gray-green
trunk of the palm.
Gurgling. the waler flows by.
Green branches seesaw
back and forth in a high breeze.
Presently
Deng
sleeps.
But soon, like a wave of Hyam Fon, a watchful quiet sweeps over his napping place.
He fidgets then jerks awake, expecting
to see the
dreadful phi pop.
He has forgotten about the one holy animal
that can silence a jungle and scatter all evil
spirits.
There, not far away, is the largest
tiger he's ever seen.
Long and orange as a
flame, the striped beast stands with its front
paws planted in the water.
It swishes its bright
tail once, a warning that it will attack.
Deng
scrambles lo his feet and runs for his life.
A tiger will usually chase anyone who runs,
pulling hi111 down by the throat.
However, this
tiger merely twitches
the long white whiskers
of
its great face and watches the boy disappear
through the tall tree trunks.
Much later, breathing fast, Deng finally
halts before a buttressed
tree that stands on its
roots as though on stilts.
He grasps a woody
Hana vine, which grolike thick twisted ropes
by the trunk, and pulls himself way up into the
sunlight.
Still gasping, he rests his head
against the tree trunk.
His stomach growls.
He
misses his mother.
Deng now realizes the demon phi pop has been
scared away by the holy tiger.
Deng's mother,
like all the Kha Kho M<>lhers, has much faith in
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tigers.
She's even 1tade a little pillow in the
shape of the tiger's head for Deng lo sleep on so
he wouldn't
have nighfmares.
The tiger. then.
saves him from demons -- but who will save him
from the tiger?
Moving about on a branch, Deng has broken
the stem of an ant plant.
Inside the stem he
sees the ants at work tending their tiny livestock of mealy bugs,
He giggles at their antics.
Breaking a leaf, he studies the workers,
eggs,
larvas, and pupas.
Time slips on as the sun moves across the
sky in the Kingdom of One Million Elephants.
One the same mountain, which stands between
the valleys of Ham Tha and Muong Sing, a small
tone building --a pagoda-nestles high among the
•tubby ~in••· . The toof of lhl• .-~oda .has. flying
white prayer banners.
Ila tiny b•lls tinkle i"n
the wind.
Deng's Mother toils up the 1M>untain path toward the pagoda to pray for hia safe return.
Soon the wind will carry her prays, like the incense she burns, all the way lo heaven.
Meanwhile, where Deng sits high in the
trees, it is suddenly very quiet.
Then swish, swish.
Fear runs fingers up
Deng's backbone.
He hears the sound of rust.ling
palm fronds and turns from his ants to look behind.
There in the ne>ct palm tree, tail waving
in warning, the tiger looks at him. Its great
golden eyes stare al him.
The terrified boy screams.
Yelping, he
slides down the trunk.
He runs.
Then he spies a path that goes up
and down the mountain.
He stops and looks out
into the valley.
There he sees the village Muong
Sing.
Deng start.a down the path toward it.
Suddenly the jungle stiffens
in fright.
Without seeing it, Deng knows the holy tiger is
now below in the green bamboo canes by the path.
The rumble of Hyam Fon's thunder sounds from the
far away Mekong River.
Deng hurries
uphill, away
from Muong Sing.
Higher up, the song-filled mountain is
unafraid.
Deng thinks this means the tiger must
not have followed.
Panting, he slows down.
He
sees the pagoda, its prayer banners fluttering,
al the lop of the path.
But though afraid, he
thinks of sneaking down past the tiger to gel to
Muong Sing.
He turns to go back down lo the
valley.
Suddenly the great fierce tiger appears.
It
charges. catlike, for Deng.
Its jaws open wide,
roaring.
Yelping, Deng throws himself through the
open door of the pagoda.
His mother catches him.
With great surprise they scream for joy.
They
kiss one another
and weep.
The tiger?
He turns and goes off down the
mountain.
It is usually best to do as a tiger
wants.

